La Zéro Heure 


Author: therealtortilla 
Bands: Gojira 
Characters: Joe Duplantier, Jean-Michel Labadie 


Relationships: Joe Duplantier/ Jean-Michel Labadie 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Dec 25 2021 15:43:50 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


One 


Author's Notes: 
Listen, | don't typically get far with AUs and I've never written anything with vampires. However, once | began 
to write, a lot of it worked itself out. Mythologically accurate vampirism not guaranteed in the least. It's all 


fiction anyway, amirite?? 


The e-mail intrigued Joseph Duplantier from the start. 


It was all written in French; generally, the brothers received their job requests in English. It was a 
desperate plea from a man named Christian who lived in the southwest of France, begging the Duplantiers to 
rid their village of a menacing vampire. The e-mail was vague and only gave an address, without much info on 
the monster. If the e-mail hadn't been French, Joe would've skimmed right past the job and onto the next. 


Joe and Mario normally didn't take international calls; travel was expensive and their rewards were 
generally not worth it in the end. Besides that, they had plenty of jobs available within the States - and 
particularly within their home base of New York City. 


But the Duplantiers had dual citizenship, and a chance to go back to their first home shouldn't be missed. 
Joe felt an obligation to help keep vampires off the streets of France if he could help it. 


Joe printed out the e-mail and tossed the paper into his brother's lap. Mario had been sitting on the couch 
of their tiny shared apartment, playing video games and eating popcorn. He wiped his buttery fingers on his 


jeans before picking up the e-mail and examining it. 
"Not much here," he said. "How do we know they're not just blowing smoke up our asses?" 


"Even if it's fake," Joe said, "we're due for a trip home, aren't we?" 


12 hours later saw the brothers disembarking their plane in the Pau Pyrenees Airport. Mario slumped 
behind Joe as they exited the small terminal, not having slept well, and followed him silently to the arrivals 
where they slid into the back of a cab. 


"| still don't understand,” Mario began, "why the guy never responded to your e-mail. You agree to take his 
job, and then he goes radio silent. This whole situation just seems off to me." 


Joe waved his hand dismissively. It wasn't unusual for the two of them to be called out on fake or joke 
jobs for the amusement of non-believers. After years in their business, Joe had gotten pretty good at 
detecting the difference between a real cry for help and a scam. He felt pretty confident that this Christian 


person was legit. 


"Perhaps the vampire already got to him," he said. "So we need to protect the rest of the people in the 
village from being slaughtered!" 


"Well, that's morbid," Mario said. 


"We're in the business of morbid, my dear brother," Joe smiled. 


It was about a forty minute drive to the address in the e-mail. Joe had little clue what to expect, but 
even he was surprised at the remoteness of the location The sunny weather that had greeted them at the 
airport had turned into a bleary gray. It was all farmland, heavily wooded areas, and tiny villages out this way. 
There were more churches and cemeteries than post offices and government buildings. Joe absently fingered 


the rosary beads he always kept in his jacket pocket the closer they got to their destination. 


"This is the place," the cab driver told them, slowing the car to a stop in front of a long dirt drive. The 
driveway led up to a tiny farmhouse on a hill. It would be a bit of a walk. Joe hadn't noticed any other dwellings 


for kilometers. 


"Good enough," Joe said over Mario's noise of protest. The two brothers hopped out of the cab and 
collected their suitcases from the trunk before heading up the dirt trail. 


"This is ridiculous," Mario muttered under his breath, looking at his phone. "No cell service out here in case 


we need to call a cab back!" 


"f this turns out to be a scam, l'll carry you on my shoulders all the way back to town," Joe promised 
him. 


It took about ten minutes to make it to the house; the closer they approached, the more abandoned the 
place looked. However, soon they got close enough to see a newer looking truck parked behind the place and a 
barrel of shucked corn sitting outside the front porch. 


Mario stood at the base of the steps, arms crossed over his chest, while Joe stepped up and rapped his 
knuckles across the front door. Through the door, Joe could hear the faint sound of classical music playing. He 
waited a few seconds and knocked again, a bit louder. 

Footsteps sounded and the door swung open to reveal a man who looked to be about Joe's age, with long 
dark hair that fell down to his chest, and bags under his eyes that indicated a lack of sleep. Giving him a once- 
over, Joe determined he was the owner of the property, and therefore a vegetable farmer; he had dirt caked 
in his fingernails and sun-tanned skin. He was dressed plainly in blue jeans and an old white button down shirt, 
the sleeves rolled up to reveal naturally strong forearms. 

"Qui étes-vous?" the man asked. 

Surprised at the question, Joe nodded back at his brother and extended a hand. 

"We are the Duplantier Brothers,” he introduced. "I'm Joe, that's Mario." 

The farmer took his hand, gaping at them both as he shook it. 

"| didn't think you would get my e-mail so quickly,” he said. 

"That's kind of how e-mails work," Mario said. Joe cleared his throat. 

"We weren't sure if you got ours back that we were coming," Joe said. Sensing Christian was uncomfortable 
with his English, he easily slipped into French. Visible relief colored the farmer's face as he spoke in his first 


language. "You never replied." 


‘Sorry. | don't actually have internet access out here. | had to drive thirty minutes to the nearest library 


to be able to use it" 


Joe squinted his eyes and nodded. In all of his years in New York City, he forgot that some places remained 
totally dark from technology. 


"Well, we're here now," Joe said. "May we come in?" 


The man eyed them uneasily, glancing up and down Joe's more proper dress and Mario's jeans and death 


metal t-shirt. 

"We're not vampires,” Mario promised. 

"Sounds like something a vampire would say," the man replied. But after an awkward pause, he gave a 
handsome smile and stepped to the side, waving the two inside his home. "My name's Christian Andreu. 
Welcome to my modest home. It's not much, but its shelter.” 

"IIl say," Mario said. Joe elbowed him in the side. "You got a bathroom?" 

"Just an outhouse, out the back," Christian said, pointing towards a back door. 

Mario glared at his brother. "I'll be right back" 

Christian gestured for Joe to have a seat while Mario disappeared outside. 

"Can | make you two some coffee?" 

"Yes, that would be great," Joe replied, making himself comfortable on a rather antique looking green couch. 
In the living area was a worn rug covering wide plank floors. A few old family portraits hung on the unevenly 
plastered walls. There was a TV that appeared to be from the 10's propped on a table in one corner next to a 
fireplace. At least there was electricity, Joe thought, but he had brought his lap top with him for absolutely 
no reason, He'd have to rely on his own extensive knowledge; Googling characteristics of different vampire 
types as a refresher was not an option here. 

He twiddled his thumbs while he waited for Christian or Mario to reappear. He spotted the record player 
that was still playing quiet classical music. He stood back up to flip through the small collection of vinyl 


records that sat in a dusty box beside it. All classical, minus a few 10's French solo artists. 


"You can turn that off if you'd like," came Christian's voice as he carried in a tray of coffee cups and a 


pitcher. 


"| don't mind it," Joe said, stepping back and sitting back down on the couch. Christian set the tray on the 


wooden bench in front of Joe with a soft ceramic clink 


"Help yourself," he said, tucking a strand of hair behind his ear. "There's cream and sugar if you prefer.” 


"Thank you," Joe said, pouring himself a cup. Christian sat across from him in an old chair that matched 


the couch; he tapped his fingers on the arm of it, staring blankly at the coffee tray. 


Mario came back inside moments later and sat next to his brother on the couch, reaching forward to pour 


himself some coffee as well 
"You're French, but you are living in America currently. Is that right?" Christian asked. 
"Yes," Joe said. "We're always happy to come back to France. Even if its for work." 
"l suppose you need to be put up somewhere for the night," Christian said. 
"We'd be much obliged," Joe said. "We couldn't find any hotels around here." 
| have an extra bedroom," the man said. "Bed's a bit small, though." 
"ll take the floor," Joe said quickly when Mario gave him an exasperated look. 


"So tell us about this vampire," Mario said, straight to the point, whipping a small tablet out of his pocket 
to take notes. "What made you call us?" 


Christian glanced at Joe first, who nodded at him. 
"Well, he's killed three people in the village so far ---" 
"He? So a male, then," Mario interrupted, typing something down on his screen. 


"--yes. He's killed three people and several sheep and chickens. No amount of bargaining or sacrifice will 


force him to leave. He likes the lack of police presence around here. Little interference in his hunting." 
"How long has this been going on?" Mario asked. 
"He started terrorizing our village about a month and a half ago." 
"And does he drink from the necks?" 
Christian swallowed hard. "He shreds the bodies apart. The scenes he left behind were utterly horrifying," 
That frequency of killings combined with the messy style implied a newly turned vampire. Those could be 
wild and unpredictable, but it was nothing the Duplantier Brothers hadn't handled before. And if it was newly 


turned, there was a possibility they could save it with their antidote. The anti-vampirism cure was something 
Joe and his brother had been working on for years, and with its recent patent and FDA approval, their 


vampire-hunting business had become world-renowned. As of now, though, the cure only worked for young, 
healthy vampires. Joe hoped this would be an opportunity to use it. 


"How do you know he's a vampire? Not a bear or a mountain lion?" 
The farmer snorted at that. "I've seen him." 

"You have?" Joe asked. 

Christian nodded. 


"What did he look like?" 


"About my height. Long fangs, creepy eyes. You know, typical vampire appearance." Joe smiled at the man's 
wit. 


"And when's the last time he killed?" Mario went on, still typing up his notes. 
"About a week and a half ago," Christian said. 


"Over a week!" Joe said, sipping his coffee. "Well, it sounds like he's moved onto another village already. 


Vampires never wait that long between feasts." 
"Oh no, he's still here," Christian said confidently. 
"How can you be so sure? Have you seen him lately?" Mario asked. 
"Yes," Christian said. "| captured him." 
"Captured him?" Joe repeated, raising his brows. "How on earth did you...” 


"Smacked him over the head with a shovel when he came out here terrorizing my chicken coop. Then | tied 


him up with rope and silver chains." 
The brothers stared at the nonchalant farmer in disbelief, mouths agape. 
"So, um... Wh-where is he now?" Joe dared to ask. 
"Ah, right. He's downstairs." 


Joe blinked. 


"Down..downstairs?" Mario repeated. 


Christian nodded. "In the basement." 


Christian led the two men around the back of the house to the cellar trap door. By now the sun was low in 


the sky. 


"You sure you want to do this tonight?" Christian asked. "Not wait ‘til tomorrow morning, when you can use 


the sunlight --" 


| want to see him now, to envision what we're up against," Joe said firmly. The farmer glanced worriedly 


at the younger brother, but Mario nodded his head 

Christian sighed, unlocking the padlock and removing the chains off the door. 

"He's all yours’ 

Christian remained outside while the Duplantiers descended the uneven stone steps to the cellar. The air 
was damp and cold; bags of garlic cloves had been hung along the stairway - there had to be hundreds of 


them. The place reeked of garlic, but the undertone of blood was detectable to Joe's trained nose. 


It was quiet. If not for the hair raising on the back of his neck, he wouldn't have believed there to be a 


monster down here at all. 
Mario stayed close to him, his breathing steady and quiet. 


Though he had no intention of killing this vampire, Joe clutched the silver dagger tightly in his right hand 
as Mario shone his flashlight ahead of them. He hoped the monster was still restrained in his silver chains. 


The basement was mostly empty, minus some crates, wine barrels, and rusty gardening tools. It was stone 


and dirt, as expected of a farm home that had to be close to 250 years old. 


Joe's eyes fell upon a hunched over humanoid shape. He touched Mario's arm, but his brother spotted it at 


the same time that he had. 
He directed his flashlight at the creature, and Joe gasped. 


He was definitely a newly turned vampire. His skin was pale as moon, but he didn't yet carry the stench of 
death. He looked up at the brothers curiously, unable to move but his head; he was chained tightly to a 
wooden post and slumped atop a tiny stool. His clothes were torn and covered in dirt. His fangs were out on 
display, but only to aid in the smell of the humans in front of him - not as a sign of aggression 


He was weak. 


And he was the most beautiful creature Joe had ever seen in his entire life. 


"Have you come to torture me further?" the vampire rasped in greeting. 
"Not torture," Joe said, pocketing his knife and stepping forward cautiously. "We can cure you." 


The vampire let out a horrible sounding laugh, his red eyes staring right into Joe's despite the flashlight 
being shined in his face. 


"| do not want to be cured," he said. 


"There's still time to turn you back into a human," Joe told him, moving a bit closer. He could hear the 


vampire's shaky, animalistic breathing now. "You're young." 


"And then what? I'll be put away in prison for my crimes for the rest of my pathetic life," the vampire 


said coldly. "I have killed with my bare hands; | am no longer human. | do not relate to your kind anymore." 
Unwavering, Joe continued. 
"What is your name?" 
The vampire spat at him in response. 


"Nasty," Mario hissed under his breath. 


"My name is Joe," the oldest brother said, and gestured to his partner. "This is my brother, Mario. Who 


are you? Where are you from? How did you get here?" 

The monster did not respond, only smiled eerily at him. Still, Joe felt drawn to the beautiful creature. So 
desperately he wanted to caress its face, to see warmth come back to its skin as it became human once 
more. 


"Please," Joe said, "answer me. | want to know more about you." 


"I am weak," the vampire said, creepy smile remaining plastered on his face. "Give me blood, and I'll give you 


answers." 
Joe glanced over at Mario. 


"Go grab one of Christian's chickens." 


"Like he's going to go for that ---" 
"Do it, Mario!" 
His younger brother glanced at the vampire warily, handed his flashlight to Joe, and exited the cellar. 


A shiver ran down Joe's spine upon realizing that he was now alone with this murderous creature. Yet he 


wouldn't describe his emotions as fearful; it was excitement that was coursing through his veins. 
"I can smell you," the vampire said. "You smell warm. Rich." 
"You don't want to eat me," Joe insisted. "I'm all sinew and bone." 
"And yet you shiver at the thought of my mouth on your neck." 
Joe kept his face stern and stepped closer. He was now within arms reach of the creature. 
"Why do you not want to be human again? Why do you want to continue to kill?" 
"l'm more powerful in this form," the monster said. 


"You're not invincible," Joe told him. "And look at the state you're in now. A week and a half without feeding 


and you can barely move." 
The vampire hissed at him, and Joe jumped back in spite of himself. 


Seeing his reaction, the vampire chuckled. His laughter sounded warmer than before, almost human-like. Joe 


relaxed slightly. 


"Why bother keeping me alive when you can rid the world of one more vampire, then? | saw the silver 


blade in your hand. You can stab it through my heart right now and end it all here and now." 

"You're young," Joe said. "You can be rehabilitated." 

The vampire stared at him blankly, eyes devoid of emotion. But Joe knew there remained a soul within him 
that could be saved. Seeing him close up, he could tell he'd only been a vampire for a few months. He could 
make a full recovery with the antidote. 


But he couldn't administer the antidote when the vampire was this weak. It would kill him. 


"Why rehabilitate a monster?" 


Joe watched the vampire's face; he saw a flash of what he swore was emotion there, what he swore was 


human. He saw brown eyes appear briefly before red took over once more. 


"All life is worthy of a second chance," Joe said gently. He reached forward, intending to place his hand upon 


the vampire's face - for what reason, he wasn't sure. The vampire squinted at him, and he bared his fangs. 


But before he could make contact with the pallid skin, Joe jerked away at the sudden commotion of his 
brother wrangling a live chicken down the stairs while an angry farmer screamed at him from outside. 


Ill Vermo you some money so you can buy another one!" Joe heard his brother yelling back. 


The chicken squawked obnoxiously, flapping desperately to get out of the younger brother's grasp. Joe 
jumped out of the way as Mario brought the helpless bird forward and shoved it at the vampire's face. 
Immediately, the vampire opened its jaws and went straight for the neck of the bird, killing it instantly, not 


without a horrifying cry from the small feathered creature and a crunch of its bones. 


Joe squeezed his eyes shut, facing away. He was no fan of sacrificing innocent creatures for any purpose. 
But they had no choice here; it was the vampire or the bird, and Joe was certain he could save the monster 
if it got its strength back. He needed to do this for his research, and something about this particular vampire 


fascinated him. 


Mario stood there, holding the lifeless animal out at arms length while the vampire sucked it free of blood. 
Joe looked back and watched in fascination as dark red dribbled out of the corner of the monster's mouth. 
Sensing he was being watched, the vampire glanced over at him, eyes back to brown after quenching his 
bloodlust. When Mario let the bird drop from his hands to the floor and stepped back, Joe realized that this 
was the most human the vampire had looked thus far. He had to remind himself that there was still a 


murderous monster behind those gentle-seeming eyes. 


There was a bit of warmth to his skin now; his sharp fingernails had retracted, as had his fangs. He 
regarded the brothers coldly, yet less warily. 


"Jean-Michel," he spoke, his voice stronger. "My name is Jean-Michel” 


Two 


It took three days to gain Jean-Michel's trust. Joe had essentially moved into the cellar with him, with 
Mario and Christian assisting in bringing them food, water, and any other supplies he requested. 


Joe refused to leave the vampire's side during this time, despite Mario's protests and Christian's repeated, 


"Why don't you just kill it already?" 
At first, Jean-Michel seemed annoyed by Joe's constant presence; the human had made a makeshift bed 
for himself in the cellar with hay and blankets. He'd lit the dark cellar with lanterns, casting the stone and dirt 


in warm light. Joe liked to think he made the place more homey. 


I'd rather die than live another day stuck with you down here," the vampire said once or twice. But Joe 
sat there and observed him, taking notes on his laptop. 


On the third day, Jean-Michel's resolve had been weakened, and Joe had finally convinced him to try the 
antidote. 


‘Is a win-win," Joe insisted. "Either you turn back to a human and live happily ever after, or you die 


shortly after being administered it, and you never have to deal with me again!" 
Jean-Michel snorted in amusement. 


"A convincing argument," he said, then paused. "You want me to trust you, yet you don't even trust me 


enough to free me from these bonds." 
Joe faltered, not sure how to proceed. 


"You're scared of me. You fear me," Jean-Michel went on, having been trying to convince Joe to take the 


chains off this whole time. "You leave me here tied up, a slave to your will. H's dehumanizing” 
"You're not human" 
"| was." 
"And you're about to be again" 
"Yes." 


Joe smiled, getting up from his blankets and approaching the vampire, who looked warily up at him as he 


leaned in. 


If | free you, do you promise not to kill me?" 


So far, in their days together, Jean-Michel had allowed Joe to touch him in different places without 


reacting, such as finger tips along his forehead or holding hands. This time he wanted to try something new. 
Jean-Michel's eyes flicked down to Joe's neck, then up to his lips. His eyes remained their human brown 
‘| can't promise that," he said. 


Joe ducked in and pressed his lips to Jean-Michel's. He was cold, stiff, but he kissed back firmly. He opened 
his mouth slightly, breathing in Joe's scent, his saliva. He panted and turned his head away suddenly. 


"Get back," he gasped, his fangs coming out. Joe stepped back, alarmed. He understood that he was playing 
with death, but something about Jean-Michel was alluring, magnetizing. He had more control over himself than 


most newly-turned vampires. He was powerful. 


"Tonight," Joe said, "I'll release you from your bonds and we'll administer the antidote. You trust me and | 


trust you." 

Jean-Michel looked at him with wide eyes. 

"Are you sure?" 

Joe nodded, 

That evening, Mario brought another of Christian's chickens down for Jean-Michel to drink from. He threw 
a piece of fresh-baked bread that he'd helped the farmer make at his brother as he passed. Joe caught it and 
took a large bite. 

‘It's dead," Jean-Michel said, disappointed, as Mario extended the bird to him. 

"Yet still warm," Mario said. "Christian insisted in killing it more ethically - by his own hand. Drink up." 


The vampire leaned forward and crushed his jaws around the bird's neck. Mario grimaced, looking away as 
he held up the monster's dinner for him, feeling the animal deflate in his hands as its blood was drained. 


When he finished, Jean-Michel looked the healthiest he'd been since the brothers had arrived. Joe was sure 
the antidote would work now without killing him, but he might need a bigger dose. 


Joe followed his brother to the top of the stairs as he went to dispose of the bird. 


‘lm going to administer the cure tonight," he told Mario in a low voice. "He's ready." 
"By yourself?" Mario asked. 

Joe nodded. "It'll be fine. I'll be fine. He trusts me." 

Mario gave him a doubtful look. "I should help you." 


"You've helped so much already. Just bring me down an extra vial of the stuff, yeah? | want to make sure 


| have a big enough dose." 

His brother agreed warily and headed back into the house. 

Joe stood before the vampire, key to the padlock on Jean-Michel's chains in one hand. In his other hand, he 
held the syringe with the cure for vampirism. His hands shook slightly as he put the key into the lock and 


turned it. 


"Everything is going to be okay, Jean-Michel," he said firmly. "You'll be human again. You'll feel love and 


warmth once more." 
Jean-Michel watched him steadily as the man opened the lock and let it drop to the floor. 
"You ready?" Joe asked. 


Jean-Michel smiled coldly at him as the chains loosened around him, the silver leaving sores burned into 


his decayed skin. 

As soon as his arms were free, the vampire grappled Joe by the shoulders and forced him onto the 
ground. Joe cried out as his head hit the stone floor with a hard thud. To his horror, during the fall, he'd 
released the syringe, and the antidote rolled away from his grasp. 

"| have a better idea," Jean-Michel growled, fangs growing close to Joe's face. His strength was 
overwhelming, and despite the man's struggles, Joe couldn't move under his body. "| can turn you, Joe. You can 
be like me. We can live together like this, so powerful, forever." 


"J-Jean-Michel,” Joe stammered, voice cracking in fear, "| thought we agreed---" 


"You really trusted a vampire?" Jean-Michel barked out a laugh. "What kind of ‘internationally-renowned 


vampire hunter are you, anyway? Clearly your brother is the smarter one." 


| want to save you," Joe said. "Please, just let me help you!" 


Jean-Michel laughed again, and in an impossibly fast move, grasped Joe's wrists and pinned them above his 


head. 


"| don't need to be saved," Jean-Michel said. "On the contrary, | think its you who needs saving right about 


now. Unless you agree to let me turn you." 


Joe shivered under the vampire's grasp. Jean-Michel's eyes turned red as he smiled down at his captive. 


He leaned down and placed his lips on Joe's neck. 


The man gasped, waiting for the impact of his fangs, but it didn't come. Instead, the vampire nibbled softly 


along his sensitive skin, drawing his lips up to his ear. Joe moaned despite himself, and Jean-Michel chuckled. 


"What, did you think this was going to be some fairytale?" the monster asked, panting against Joe's neck. 


"You'd turn me human again, and I'd fall in love with you while you reintroduced me into society?" 


Joe shook underneath him, petrified, squeezing his eyes shut. He tried to break his wrists free of the 


vampire's grasp, but his grip was an iron vice. 
"P-please," Joe whimpered. 


"P-pleasel" Jean-Michel mocked, laughing, his breath coming out in chilly billows against Joe's skin. "Look at 


you! So frail and weak, protesting when | can make you so strong Join me in this wretched purgatory, Joseph." 


The vampire hunter desperately wanted not to kill Jean-Michel, only to save himself. But his focus now was 
the silver dagger that remained in his pocket. If he could only reach it, if he could break away his hand and 
grasp the hilt --- 


"Such a beautiful face," Jean-Michel was saying. "You'd make me very happy. Surely you know after 


studying us for years that vampires are absolutely insatiable in bed. I'd love to have you as a partner. And by 


the way you're reacting, | think you'd love to have me, too." 
Joe blushed at that, continuing to shake. 


"What do you say?" the vampire asked, moving his lips to Joe's mouth. He kissed him deeply while the man 
trembled beneath him, then stopped to speak again. "Oh, don't be scared. | can make this fun for us!" 


"It would be so much better for us as humans," Joe tried, voice quivering out of his control. "You could 


experience real love. My love." 


"Love is overrated," Jean-Michel said, and kissed him again, rougher now. His fangs extended, slicing open 


Joe's lips, much to the man's horror. When he tasted his blood, there would be no going back. 


The vampire growled when it hit his senses. 

"So rich, just as | imagined," he groaned. Joe watched as the monster's eyes rolled back in ecstasy. Jean- 
Michel cursed and thrust his hips down, grinding against the man beneath him. Joe continued shivering, knowing 
these would be his last moments. 

Jean-Michel licked his lips, then went in for another kiss, swiping more of Joe's blood up with his tongue. 
The monster moaned happily, and Joe felt sickened at still being attracted to him, at being aroused by the cold 


lips upon his face. His body reacted, much to his embarrassment, and Jean-Michel thrust against him again 


"So unbearably warm," he grunted. He placed his teeth back at Joe's neck, and Joe tilted away, bracing 
himself for the end. 


I+ didn't come. 


Instead, a metallic thud sounded, the impact of it so hard that it threw Jean-Michel's head forward. Joe 


yelped in surprise, breaking free of the vampire's loosened grasp and trying to roll out from beneath him. 


At the same time, he felt the weight of his brother as Mario jumped onto them and jabbed two needles 
with the antidote into the back of Jean-Michel's neck. 


His eyes caught sight of Christian standing to the side, holding a shovel and looking annoyed. 


"Why the fuck did you unchain him?" the farmer asked as Mario rolled the vampire's unconscious dead 
weight off of his brother. "Isn't that, like, basic Vampire Hunting IOI stuff? ‘Never free a captive vampire?" 


Joe couldn't formulate an answer that would satisfy the man, so he remained silent, embarrassed, fighting 


to catch his breath and calm his body. 


"Well, now we wait to see if the antidote works," Mario said, "assuming your blow to his head didn't fucking 


kill him." 
"He was going to kill your brother if | didn't step in!" Christian argued. 


"Right," Mario said. "Thanks for that" 


Jean-Michel didn't regain consciousness for the next four nights. Mario had helped Joe carry his body out 


of the cellar and into Christian's quest bedroom, where he would lay for the next week to recover. 


Mario and Christian mostly left Joe to his own devices. The vampire hunter barely slept and never left the 
bedroom, constantly taking notes and observing the changes in Jean-Michel's body. 


Each day, more life came back to the monster, and eventually, there was no monster left within him at all. 
Now, the former vampire looked weak and feeble as he sweated out what was left of his curse. Joe stayed 
by his side, periodically washing the man's face and arms with a warm sponge, waiting for the day those 


brown eyes would open again 


On the fifth day, sleep had wracked Joe's body totally. He'd fallen into deep slumber, wrapped around Jean- 
Michel's smaller body on the tiny bed. The morning sun rose, and with it, Jean-Michel's eyes cracked open. 


He moved slightly, stirring the hunter beside him. 

Joe woke up and was met with the warmest brown he'd ever seen peering right at him. 

"You're awake!" he said in surprise, blinking a few times. 

The man next to him smiled handsomely. The smile was pure, human, and kind. Joe's heart soared. 
"Hi," Jean-Michel said softly. 


"Hey," Joe replied quietly, reaching forward and touching the man's cheek Warm and soft. "How are you 
feeling?" 


"Like | got hit in the head with a shovel," Jean-Michel replied. Joe couldn't help but laugh at that, causing 
the other man to say, "Whats so funny?" 


‘Nothing, sorry," Joe said, biting his lip. "Let me go see if Christian has some painkillers | can give to you." 

"Wait," Jean-Michel stopped him as he started to pull away. To Joe's surprise, the man drew him in for a 
soft kiss. Joe's eyelids fluttered closed as he wrapped his arms around the smaller man, kissing him back. 
Jean-Michel's mouth was hot and wet now, not cold and tasting of decay like it had a few days ago. 

He was alive. 

And he was so, so beautiful 

They kissed lazily for a while, before Joe's body began to react. It had been awhile since Joe had 
experienced this sort of physical contact, and with his attraction to Jean-Michel as magnetic as it was, he 
couldn't help but become aroused. He slipped a hand down Jean-Michel's body to the front of his pants. It 


seemed everything was in working order down there, much to Joe's excitement. 


Jean-Michel moaned and pressed forward into his hand. 


"Painkillers," Joe said, breaking away regrettably. "I should get you some painkillers." 


When Joe returned a few minutes later with some pills, Jean-Michel had sat himself up on the edge of the 


bed. He held his head in his hands, groaning quietly to himself. 


"Here," Joe said, shoving the pills and a glass of water at him. "Take these." 


The man slept a lot the next couple of days. Joe remained at his beck and call, studying the man for any 


unusual changes. 


Eventually, his studying turned into admiring. Joe started to neglect taking notes on his laptop in favor of 
simply watching the man and sketching portraits of him on spare parchment paper Christian had left in the 
room. Most of the time, he slept next to the man, pressed against his back to keep him warm. 


After a few more days had passed and Jean-Michel was able to move around freely on his own with some 
amount of energy, Joe suggested the Duplantiers take their new friend to their grandparents’ house a few 
towns over to begin his full rehabilitation. They'd spent long enough taking advantage of Christian's hospitality 


and home. 


Christian oddly seemed reluctant to let them leave, but eventually agreed it was best for the others to be 
closer to a city, rather than in the middle of nowhere with few resources. Mario bought Christian a cell phone 


so they could keep in touch. He then sent him some money for new chickens. 


The brothers’ grandparents were warm and inviting to Jean-Michel, despite their initial unease at knowing 
he had once been a vampire. They agreed not to report the man to the police and let him live there under the 
radar while he healed. They could tell their grandson had a deep fondness for Jean-Michel, and they didn't want 


to interfere with true love. 


After living at their grandparents' house for a couple of months, the Duplantiers knew it was time to 
return to New York City. There were plenty of jobs waiting for them, including old vampires that needed 
slaying and young vampires that could still be saved, much like Jean-Michel. None of them would ever had 


quite the allure that Jean-Michel had, though. Joe's bond with the former vampire grew stronger each day. 


Jean-Michel opted to move in with Christian to begin his new life as a born-again human. It was off the 
grid, and he enjoyed the country lifestyle. The farmer was grateful for the company and extra help to tend to 
his property. It was still impossibly difficult to say goodbye. Joe swore Christian hugged Mario for a bit longer 


than what would be considered a normal friendly hug. 


Being separated from Jean-Michel was devastatingly hard for Joe. He quickly made moves to come up with 
a second Duplantier Brothers headquarters in the southwest of France. The frequency of jobs available in their 
home country was surprising and made the headquarters a worthy investment. But the worthiest part of the 
investment for Joe was getting to be around Jean-Michel as much as possible. 


Christian joined and headed up the French base of the company. He required no formal training and quickly 
rose up to supervisory roles due to his prowess with shovels. 


Jean-Michel and Joe fell and remained deeply in love; as a human, Jean-Michel was unbelievably soft, pure, 
and kind. He eventually joined their vampire hunting company as well so that he could save others the same 
way Joe and Mario had saved him. Coupled with Christian and the brothers, the four of them definitely made 
quite the team. 


